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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I should lean and whisper in his ear, 
"Love, my love, now all is known, 
Love me and put me out of fear — 
Or leave me alone." 

THE CHILD AND THE SOLDIER 

O brother, put me in your pouch 
As you would a fresh, sweet locust^pod. 
For I am frail as a flask of glass, 
As a fine grey egg, or a slender rod, 
O brother; and I am the golden ring 
You wear on your finger so gladly. For God 
Takes everything from you tomorrow, and gives me every- 
thing. 

ZEPPELIN NIGHTS 

Now, will you play all night! 

Come in, my mother says. 
Look in the sky, at the bright 

Moon all ablaze! 
Look at the shaking, white 

Searchlight rays! 

Tonight they're coming! 

It's a full moon! 
When you hear them humming 

Very soon, 
You'll stop that blooming 

Tune — 
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D. H. Lawrence 

[Children sing on unheeding :] 
Sally go round the sun! 
Sally go round the moon! 
Sally go round the chimney-pots 
On Sunday afternoon! 

DAUGHTER OF THE GREAT MAN 

The daughter of the great man rolls her khaki wool, 
And in her hands the sparkling needles fly 

Swiftly. I wish I might kiss her fingers; but full 

Of danger I find her, even worse than the fields where 
we die. 

PRISONER AT WORK IN A TURKISH GARDEN 

Appeal from the garden: 

Over the fountain and the orange-trees 

The evening shadow has sunk, 
Bringing night once more, and the man with the keys 

That shut me up in my bunk. 

You forty ladies in the harem bower, 

Listen, for I will explain! 
Bitter to me is this evening hour; 

Each evening, bitter again. 

Response from the Harem : 

Sisters, I am sorry for this foreign man 
Who labors all day in the sun. 
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